io6              Letters to Somebody

santly played to the gallery and was a great

think that the French army as a whole viewed him with

suspicion.

Many generals were curious specimens in my youth-
ful days. I well remember a French cavalry^ general
pointing to a compass which was appended to my watch-
chain and remarking, "Comment vous croyez a ces
betises la!" But the race is not quite extinct. I
recently met a young brigadier who talked rather wildly
about Government by the bullet* I suggested that he
might do well to read Machiavelli. "Makky who?"
he asked. "Machiavelli," I repeated. "Never heard
of him," said my brigadier. - "Was he one of the crowd
with Plumer in Italy ? "

I was, of course, brought into contact with most of
the members of the Board of Admiralty during a long
series of years, and I can claim kind and valued friends
amongst them; but the one I have been most intimate
with was Fisher, and this was owing to our appointment
to a committee, of which we alone were the component
parts, to speed up the manufacture of big guns for the
navy. .

It seems to be my fate and doubtless my fault
generally to cement a friendship by means of a right
royal row. On one occasion we agreed to make a certain
recommendation. Mine went to the ;War Office and
Fisher sent his to the Admiralty. His was the exact
opposite of what we had agreed upon and threw quite
unmerited blame on Woolwich. I went to Fisher and
expressed my opinion of him in what poor Buller used
to term 2*ood Saxon-Ensrlistu He ended by admitting